"Let him then buy a pastry cook’s kiss to contemplate (her)!"
 

Let us speak of love
 … .Performance would remain the last form of open artistic thought, between the ephemeral and memorial traces, to preserve its power to disconnect limits in order to better reveal them. Its role in factorizing truth once again favours the creation of counter images polishing beliefs and commonalities.  Lia Lapithi turns to the performance of the banquet to pursue her exploration of her assertive subject: Cyprus, her country split between two cultures, Turkish and Greek. The intimate and political pathways collide, or mix together, to build the portrait of a generation and a collective memory.  It is therefore through fable that it will be possible to defy the history of her country and tell its story. The new blueprint is that of a revival of Plato’s Banquet.  To consider afresh the lines of demarcation, she organized two banquets, one around the theme of Peace
 and the other around the theme of Love.

Let us (therefore), among women, speak of love, under the sign of Aphrodite, a predominant figure of the Island of Cyprus Lia Lapithi poses the question of brilliant and illusory knowledge in this eulogy of love. We will wonder with Lia Lapithi what women talk about, when asked to speak about love. Plato subverted the model of an education based on the loved one to establish a thought that would speak about the elevation of the being. Eros left his place vacant for Aphrodite: dishes and the symbols of aphrodisiacs accompany the discussions amongst the women, orchestrated by the artist around the discussions at the banquet: the body, the spirit, the arts, the sciences and all the rest...

“Speak to me of love....” Lia Lapithi belongs to the artistic scene of Cyprus. She derails the status quo of the geopolitical fracturing of the country, through her installations, her photography and her videos, to create an insolent (?) and malicious (?) tension in the ironic paradoxes which she proposes. The dominant codes are put into a new state of play and determine a very singular view of the memory of a country cloven( divided )in two: she films the preparation of olives in syrup, following a Byzantine recipe, upon stories of disasters on a sheet (page) of a daily Cypriot newspaper, by superimposing the following subtitle  (Ironic paradox: Cyprus split in 1974, salt has removed bitterness, has been marinating since..) (Recipe for marinated crushed olives marinated,  2006, video, 3 min), an ostrich buries its head  in the sand in front of the Hotel Aspelia of Famagusta, silence is made against nationalism and militarism, (Turn a blind eye, 2009, video, 2:20 min), two women stroll by the seaside, trailing behind them, miniature houses, like dogs on a leash: the weight of the entire Mediterranean resides in opposition to the unworkable Barcelona Process (House by the beach, 3 minutes, 2010). Between political fiction, experimental film and documentary, Lia Lapithi upsets conventional labelling of fields and genres, to wake us up to our acceptance of a violence that has become ordinary. The lightness and casualness of Lia Lapithi weave a kind of machine of war, Lia Lapithi wages war against all of the decline announced on the island. Against the Green Line, the demarcation line which arbitrarily and brutally separates Greeks and Turks and has, for a long time, been the subject of her attention. Defining Silence is a book which spreads and unfolds.  It represents spaces; of silence, or that are reduced to silence... Territories which we learn to no longer look at, historic stratification as places, "de l’existant”  (of the existent) as Jean-Claude Bailly calls them.  Photos were taken, secretly, from a car. Over 600 photos of the outskirts of Varossi ( Ammohostos). were cut and pasted together, as though in an attempt to recreate this journey, from the beach to the red earth characteristic of this district of Famagusta.  A video accompanying the book recalls a menacing encounter between a wolf and the Ghost Town of Famagusta. Against what is erasable within our memory.

Let us speak of Love... “even before leaving the table, we were to experience the first symptoms of death."
  February 10th, 2012, at Nicosia.  The seventeen women invited to the Love dinner gather.  In a warehouse, we enter the stage set prepared by Lia Lapithi. The women seat themselves at the 9 meter long table with no one  facing them. The space of the warehouse is filled with projectors on stands, with cameras.  A little further back, cooks hectically prepare under the orders of the chef Mario Hadjiosif. They are preparing the meal of Aphrodite. The table is set: shells, plates upon which Lia has hand written quotes, poems and symbols which refer to the goddess (the sea, the foam of the sea, shells, quince,..) Technicians rush around, attach the microphones to our collars.  A banquet calls for rules and some surprises. We become the participant-actresses of a banquet.  The whole is considered a ceremony with constraints, "a sort of ritual, a competition with members of the elite, a social game"
.  As in the Banquet, the conversations will have to adhere to a subject.  Not an easy task: seventeen women are going to talk about  love according to a fixed protocol.  Lia Lapithi opens the dinner with a speech. The menu dedicated to Aphrodite is revealed before us.  The menu: "Erotic appetizers ( kypris fillets of smoked salmon in commandery wine - Zambartas rosé wine) / Magic Soup (Kakavia of lobster in an oil of fine herbs;  Aphrodite served kakavia to Héphaistos, her husband, so that he would sink into sleep while she went to join her lover, the beautiful Aris god of war) / Arousing crustaceans and fish from the sea  / A dessert of fruits of love (fruits dedicated to the goddess: quince, pomegranate and myrtle berries / Love potion of the scent of Aphrodite."

The artist emphasises: "I remind you that your conversations will be recorded and written down.  I ask you to speak in all freedom, as your voice will remain anonymous.  I would like your theme of discussion to be love and the places that it takes you. Above all, be yourselves, relax and have fun." The conversation would take place with the woman sitting on the right during the first course, then with the woman on the left during the second, etc., until the end of the meal.

Kierkegaard warns us: "first of all women should never attend a feast. (…) Because (the woman) is incapable of “holding “(…) "
. 

Bang, they’re off. The performance begins. It is cold. I am cold. I was wearing a very light dress. What to say about love? She doesn’t say much. I talk to her about films. We speak about the country she comes from, about learning about love, here and there. About our mothers, of course. Who told us nothing about love. At times we hear exclamations from farther away. At times cheeky laughter. The wine makes me less cold.  The others also. The laughter is more real. That's it, we change  adjoining person. She speaks loudly and a lot. Our love stories serve as pretexts for thought. We speak about intimacy, about sexuality, about art, of one’s marriage, about my idealism, of failures in love, failed loves and successes, can love be a success? Can one die of love? We are unable to speak about love. "Does love have the privilege of being the only thing in the world of which it is advisable not to think of in anticipation, but afterwards? 
“ The conversation slips into other subjects. The cold, February, politics, geopolitics, Cyprus, Paris, regional dishes..., Aphrodite born of white foam on the surface of the water, of the essence of the paternity of Uranus cast into the sea. She is a goddess born from a slashed sex. Waaaa!  Horror!  Aphros means foam. From this is born Aphrodite, seduction, the fascinating image of Beauty that takes our breath away. Uranus was always wallowing on Gaia  From this weariness of never-ending coitus, Gaia will command Chronos to free her. Because of that, Uranus is castrated in order to make it possible for beings to create themselves. Aphrodite, carried by the winds, arrive at the Island of Cyprus where she is born.  She will come out of the water, land on the bank, with Eros and Himéros on either side of her, love and desire.  It all began with a big, fertility mistake! Aphrodite is the power of love. What do we love? We cannot explain much about love. We do not laugh easily about love. Nevertheless he (Lacan) says that "love is a comical sentiment ".”Love is ridiculous"
. A well rounded guest: "We cannot stick to this subject ". It is difficult to speak about love, without it being in confidence, the ideal state to speak about love. Sometimes, we confide, even to perfect strangers. We won’t see each other again.  Everything is recorded. Sometimes, it is tense.  We are not really relaxed. The wine will make things easier, sometimes. No Alcibiades here to create arguments in such a finely organized banquet. It will soon be over. No women too drunk, rolling around on the ground or - well – ecstatic about love. Or needing love. The cold played its provocative part. It was our Alcibiades.  “You’re wearing summer shoes ". She says it to her  adjoining person. She is frozen. That's it, it is finished, and it was really good. We get up. There follows a series of rounds of applause. They applaud themselves.  All this is well worth applauding.  Diotime at the end of the Banquet says that Love was born into Beauty. It is a matter of passing from one culture to another, in love, the crucial question in the relationship. Love is the best medium in which to go elsewhere, toward Beauty, Truth, the elevation of the soul.
The oscillation between banquet and performance has not ceased to be in play. We were actors participating in a performance.  Everything was recorded and will be transformed in a later montage by the artist in a reconstitution, in another framework which will work on the necessarily contemporary question of the archives of the conversations, of the leftovers and scraps of this meal.
Exhibiting this banquet-performance “Let’s speak about love" in the Granet Museum of Aix-en-Provence will be Lia Lapithi’s challenge. She is working on its restructuring. Several audios will replay the conversations of these women on Love, on a laid table , and on the wall,  multi-screen video projections of the dinner itself.  A living tableau, we shall see whether "we cannot stick to the subject!"  We shall certainly see if Love doesn’t hold!  We shall see whether Aphrodite isn’t continuing her search for orgy companions. 

The amusement of the banquet under the sign of Aphrodite will wear the face of mythology in an imaginary reprise.  Plato thanks the gods for having been a contemporary of Socrates. Our applause will complete the picture.  Pausanias says, there is no Aphrodite without love and yet there are two Aphrodites. The Uranian Aphrodite, born of a rain of sperm.  And the other, more popular Aphrodite, born of the union of Zeus and Dione the Titaness
.  Discourses on love have overlapped, denied one another, from jokes to the greatest of theoretical seriousness. We took ourselves for goddesses, for the duration of a banquet.  Let us speak no longer of love... Lia Lapithi records, creates scripts, and recomposes within the exhibition the threads of conversations around a table, under the sign of Aphrodite. 

As another image of the memorial remnant of a meal, the artist strips bare the values of an exchange under duress, to contemplate the Banquet as a metaphor for the crises of our reality. 

"As for me, I want pleasure. Not idle chatter.
" says the romantic woman.

So ends the ruse of Aphrodite disguised as Lia.
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